novel opens with a vivid description of the dry zone
jungle and of Silindu's knowledge and feeling for
it; and yet "the rule of the jungle is first fear." It
closes with the death of Silindu's last surviving
child as the jungle moves in on his isolated house :
"fear came upon her, the fear of the jungle... and
glided towards her into the hut."
It is a bitter novel, of the futility and cruelty of
human struggles, but who is to say that it is not an
appropriate picture of what Woolf so carefully
observed in Hambantota district nearly seventy
years ago ? Or, of the lot of most peasants every-
where until very recently ? The novel does not
preach, but it does speak indirectly of Woolf s
disillusionment with , the role of the white-colonial
tin god and with the pretensions of imperialism.
What he records in Village in the Jungle from his
experience in Ceylon contributed to the course of
the rest of his life, as an active anti-imperialist and
reformist Socialist. But however all that may be,
and whatever one's interest in the Asian or
Ceylonese scene, Village in the Jungle is a superb
novel simply as a work of fiction. Readers will
best discover that for themselves.
Ann Arbor,                                Rhoads Murphey
May, 1975